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dreamy eyes, and a dazzling smile. The effect on women was devastating.
His self-confidence was enormous, but I did. not always share it. On the road to Toulon, at the little village of Sollies Toucas, we were taken in charge by a charming brunette of about twenty who had ridden down from a mountain farm and, to protect her honour, carried a tiny pistol in the pocket of her white riding breeches. She offered to guide our party of correspondents to her mother's farm, where, she said, they would cook our canned rations.
The situation was extremely confused. German soldiers were wandering everywhere trying to give themselves up or to escape. From Toulon, where the remnants of the garrison were still defending themselves, came the rumble of gunfire. As we began to climb up a lonely mountain road, passing through dozens of ideal ambush positions, I did not relish it a bit. Mike Davis, flourishing his tommy-gun in a protective gesture, accidentally fired a shot and we all nearly fell out of the jeep with fright.
However, it turned out that Mike's confidence was justified. I was moved almost to tears by the mother's story. She was a bed-ridden invalid and asked to see one of us. When I entered the bedroom she looked like a dying woman, but her face lighted as she offered an emaciated hand. She had sheltered four British airman. The Germans took her sixty-year-old husband and shot him for it.
In complete contrast was the encounter which I had on the beach at Cannes with a dark young man, who professed to be English, and who certainly sounded like it. He said that he had been there all through the war, in a bank. When I met him he was engaged in his usual occupation—sunbathing. Of course, he may have been a British agent or just an ingenious slacker, I would not know.
Marseilles, when we entered in the wake of victorious French troops, had put back the clock 150 years to the days of Rouget de Lisle. Tricolours floated from street-barricades. Civilians, with any arms they could lay hands on and tricolour armbands, were wandering round trigger happy. French women volunteers with cockades and pistols leapt on to our jeeps to guide us to headquarters. The Germansures of the local population. Added to this, he had jet-black hair, darkat was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
